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Finer Than A French Wine 


Author's Notes: 

So that's my first story | put here, | hope it will be good. Inspired by Jon Bon Jovi's "Queen Of New Orleans" 
and loosely based on it, but it can't be considered a behind-the-lyrics story. A one-shot with a little BDSM. 
Please let me know what you think of it, any comment would be appreciated. Sorry in advance for every 


mistake that could've slipped my attention 


Jon was sitting in the dark corner of one of numerous New Orleans's night clubs. He wasn't looking at the 
catwalks though, where girls were swirling around the poles, rocking their hips and lightly touching their bare 
bodies. For the past few minutes, if not more, he had been curiously looking at the girl drinking red wine next 
to the counter. Not only was she hot as hell, but also glamorous. In fact she looked like a tempting combination 
of sensual hotness, classy elegance and confident femininity, all surrounded by the air of a mystery. In a tight 
dress that was the color of her drink, black high hills and with auburn, wavy, breast-long hair she suited the 
atmosphere of the club, but could also stand up, go to cocktail party, pompous high class banquette or 
whatnot straight away and still look in place. ‘The woman of thousand faces' Jon thought and smiled. 


Not much of a surprise, it was enough to wake up the inner conqueror inside him. 


He stood up and walked over to her as carelessly as he could Putting a cocky smirk on his face he sat down 
on her left. She didn't even honored him with her glance. 


"Hi babe. What such a pretty girl is doing alone in a place like this?" he asked her in a deep voice, looking at her 
in a way that he knew had made hundreds of women melt. 


She finally returned the glance, but it was rather amused and kindly interested than stunned and full of 


admiration. 


"Hi babe. What such an experienced rockstar is trying to achieve with such a poor pick-up line?" she answered, 


her voice being ironically sweet, but her smile - honest. 

Ouch. Fail. He should guess she won't be dumb. But at least she knew who he was. 

"He's trying to have a nice chat with this pretty girl, but probably overvalued his own abilities. Please, let me 
start again. Don't understand me wrong, but | don't often see a woman not on the catwalk when l'm in the strip 
club. | wondered what are you doing here left on your own?" 

With a never fading smile she took a sip of her wine. Jon looked at her full, red lips, they looked so kissable. 

"I had thought that going straight home just after finishing work would be extremely boring, so | decided to 
stay here for a while. You know, looking at the catwalks from the watchers’ point of view feels a little 


different than what l'm used to, so it's always an interesting change." 


She waited for a few seconds before Jon understood what she meant, her hazel eyes never leaving his blue 


ones. Then a corner of her lips lifted slyly and she turned her head to look at the other dancers again 

When blond man finally shove off his first shock he spoke again. 

"I start to regret | wasn't lucky enough to see you onstage. Excuse me, can | know your name?" 

"l'm Leigh." 

"Beautiful name. It really suits you." 

The silence fell between them two and as much as Leigh didn't seem to mind it, Jon was desperately looking for 
another subject to pick He wanted to have her more than anything now, but it seemed she would be more 
eager to give in to him if he would show some eloquence. This could be difficult though since she made him 
not able to focus on anything but her. It would have been so much easier if she'd been just another airhead 


bimbo, but would she have attracted him up to this point then? Surely no. 


"I wish | could see your thoughts right now, you have such an absent-looking face." 


‘lm afraid you might have been scared by them." 


"There are few things in this world to scare me, trust me. After all everything is to be tamed or at least 


broken" 

This statement could sound general, but her stare from under thick eyelashes was definitely showing the 
hidden meaning. Jon swallowed hard, feeling even hotter than before. Damn, this woman was so sure she really 
could keep everybody on a close rein, that he felt irresistible need to prove her wrong. 

"You know that pride comes before a fall? You have to watch out, it can hurt you badly." 

"| don't remember the last time I've fallen on anything but my feet. | know what to do to get my way." 

"Well, this a lack of change must be extremely boring.” 


Its everything but boring, trust me." 


"It would be such a big shame and waste if a woman like you fell in a monotony. You definitely should try 


something new. What about the role - swap?" 

She snorted with amusement, their conversation entertained her just as it entertained him. 
lm afraid it would be too difficult for me to get rid of my... role." 

"No pain, no gain" 

She raised her eyebrow. 

"Who's over-confident now?" 


lm not over-confident. | just know what l'm saying. Try listening to more experienced people, it can be 


beneficial for you." 
She straightened in her chair, looking Jon straight in the eyes, thinking ‘More experienced?! I'll show him just 
how experienced | am! Seeing her reaction Jon smiled cockily and nonchalantly turned his gaze back to the 


catwalks. He knew she would take the bait and treat it like a challenge. He won. 


This smile calmed Leigh down. She couldn't afford losing control over herself; if she did she wouldn't be able to 


control the situation in general. She ended her wine, licked her upper lip and turned back to Jon, smiling sweetly. 


"l'm afraid it's time for me to go .." 


"Oh, but the night's still so young." - Jon threw in, not letting her finish - "I hope you wouldn't mind me 
walking you home? | like our conversation too much to stop it" - Corners of his mouth raised almost unsurely 
and innocently. 

"l'Il be delighted. In fact | was going to ask you this little favor." - Leigh returned the smile. 


"It would be my pleasure." 


They both paid for the drinks they had and stood up. Jon followed Leigh to the door, holding it for her. After 
they found themselves on the street he held her by her arm as she turned left. 


"My house is not far from here, so it won't be a long and tiring walk" she joked. 


"| don't get tired that easily." The man replied with a smirk, throwing her a short glance. She just shook her 


head in a fake disapproval, but inwardly she suddenly felt more than curious in what his abilities actually were. 


They walked the rest of the way in silence until they in front of the entrance to the high, modern apartment 
block. 


"Will you drop in for a drink?" Leigh asked. 

"If you insist." He charmingly smiled to her. 

The woman led him into the building. The hall was decorated in a way that showed class, luxury, but not 
ostentation - creamy light walls, carpet in the matching color, some plants and famous painting's reproductions, 
and dark wooden furniture. She nodded her head to the elegantly dressed door keeper and headed to the 
elevator, being followed by Jon They waited for a short while, got in and Leigh pressed the button to the last 
floor. Jon raised an eyebrow. 

"A penthouse?" 

"Yes, a penthouse. | couldn't imagine living anywhere else. And as | can afford it." she shrugged with a grin 


"You're surprising me more and more with every minute." 


"Just think what else can you discover." She winked playfully and tucked her hair behind her ear. Jon 


immediately moved closer to her, forcing her to lean against the cold elevator wall 


| hope you know what you're doing teasing me this way.." he whispered to her ear in a low voice. His hot 


breath touched the bare skin on her neck, leaving goosebumps. 


The silent gong interrupted them and the doors slid open. Jon took a step back and gestured the corridor. 


"Ladies first." 


Leigh threw him a long glance before going out. She went to the only door there and opened them, inviting Jon 
in. She pressed the switch on and the light revealed the apartment to him. 


The living room, held mainly in an ivory color with a little bit of lavender accents, was spacious and a little - 
Victorian style, chic furniture on the left wall with matching extras here and there across the room looked 
glamorous, but surprisingly not too heavy and overwhelming. On the right gloriously stood a dark brown 


wooden bar, as old-fashioned as the rest of the room. 
"Pretty impressive." - said Jon approvingly, looking around - "Don't tell me it's you who designed it” 


"| did actually." - answered she with a slight pride in her voice - "Everything you see here was my idea, 


including this." 


She pressed another switch and all of the sudden the normal light started to dim, being interweaved by a 
violet one. Not waiting for him she went forward, aiming the bar. Jon looked at her mesmerized; this new, 
subtle tone of the side light not only gave the room the impression of evanescence, but incredibly gentled her 
appearance, making her look sweet and almost delicate. And definitely sensual beyond words. The man made a 
few steps ahead and swallowed. The way her hips swayed lightly when she walked was hypnotizing, her skin 
looked so velvety in touch, God, how badly he wanted to stroke it.. 


"What would you like to drink?" she asked with a silky voice that fulfilled the atmosphere. Jon was so lost in 
his thoughts that the question burst on it. He walked over to her, his eyes never leaving her. He noticed the 
corner of her lip vibrated, just like she forced the proud smile back just in time. 


"I asked you what do you want to drink” She repeated her question. 


"| don't want to drink anything." - Jon leaned closer to her, trapping her between the counter and his own body. 


- "All | want now is you." 


Leigh hadn't been left even a second to think of the meaning of his words before the blond man pulled her 
firmly to himself and pressed his lips to hers. She instinctively parted ther, letting his tongue slip into her 
mouth. They were so lost in this intoxicating kiss that Jon didn't even realize when his hand moved up to tangle 
in Leigh's auburn, silky hair. He uncontrollably clenched his fist, pulling her head back to easily suck on her 
neck, when he heard her moan. Along with pain, thrill definitely sounded in it, what reminded him of a little 
resolution he had made to himself. He shuddered and raised his eyes to meet hers. A dark chuckle escaped his 


mouth. 


"Well, | haven't really expected that." - He started with a low, dangerous voice. He watched her eyes grow. - 
"The domme has her own dirty little secret. You would not really mind to be on the other side of a whip from 


time to time, would you?" 


"Don't you even dare..." 


She couldn't finish the sentence as Jon slapped her in the ass. She yelped and shot her eyes, deciding not to 


show the reaction it caused, but before they closed the man managed to see pleasure in them. 


"Never speak to me like that unless you want to be punished" - He growled - "And now you will show me the 


way to your bedroom." 


She threw him a killing glance, but said nothing. She escaped from her little trap and calmly headed to the 
room, holding her head high. Jon snorted to this demonstration of pride and followed her. 


The bedroom was not as big as the living room of course, but also quite spacy. Just a regular, snug room 
designed with taste at first sight; it had some details that had never been a usual part of every bedroom in 
the world. A hook on the cellar, exactly above the big bed was one of these. 


"Now take out your toys, they can be useful. Every single one. | bet you have quite a lot of them, dont ya?" 
nee 

"Oh, be a good girl. Yes what?" 

"Yes, you're joking, but this joke was not funny at all’ 


"I can stop joking right now if you want." - The man started to walk slowly towards her, his eyes sending 

thunders. - “But | don't think itll end up well for you. You can just obey your master and avoid punishments 
that you'll definitely find disparaging to your pride and dignity - and know l'm very creative." - By this point 
his face was inches from hers - "Or you can fight, but | promise I'll break you sooner or later. It's all up to 


you. Did you understand?" 


"Yes... master." Leigh forced the last word, fury in her eyes. It was only raised by the confidence that shone 
through whole his attitude. 


"Perfect. Now do what I've told you.” 


Woman went to open one of the drawers, trying to calm herself down and not to rip this cocky, arrogant smile 
right off Jon's lips. She knew that trying to take control over the man like him was pointless since he was 
much more stronger than her. And damn powerful. She slowly opened the hidden drawer and took out her toys 
one by one, putting them all in the middle of the bed. The singer was just sitting there like the king of the 
situation (‘He actually is a king now, to my great satisfaction’ she bitterly thought to herself), looking carefully 
at everything she gave him, deliberating what would be the most useful. 


| guess you don't wear it too often?" - Leigh looked at him and inhaled sharply. He was holding a collar. - "Can 


you try it on for me?" 


She took it from his hand with the most emotionless expression she was able to take, but she couldn't help 
the slight blush of anger and, the most of all, humiliation She slowly raised her hands, putting the belt around 
her neck and buckling it loosely enough to be able to breath comfortably. 


"I wish you could see how wonderfully it suits you" Jon whispered, seeing the wish of a brutal murder in her 
eyes, but it was amusing him as long as she didn’t question his orders. He threw off the bed everything that 
Leigh had laid there in a one swift motion. 


"Be careful with it." - the woman shouted - ".please." - she added through gritted teeth, seeing the blond 
man raising his eyebrow with disapproval. She'd much rather say this one extra word than suffer a 
punishment that she knew would be a lot worse than her current state. - "I wouldn't like any of it to be 


broken" 


"Don't worry, | know how to take care of those little things." - Jon answered and Leigh had to smother the 

need to tell him off about how he had proved this no longer than the second before. - "Undress yourself" - 
he suddenly demanded in the voice that didn't let any refusal. - "But in the way | know you can. Give me the 
hottest dance I've ever seen" - With these words he settled himself down in the middle of the bed, watching 


her with anticipation. 


Leigh walked over to her radio, chose a CD with only one song on it - her favorite one to dance to - and put 
it in. ‘ll show him what | can do. I'll make him not able to resist touching me. Hopefully the roles will change 
then’ she thought to herself, took a chair and stood it in the middle of the room back to Jon. With the 
moment the music started to play she slowly walked around it, then sat down and arched back a little, 
caressing her frame in a tempting way. The smile crawled onto her lips; she knew how confident, powerful and 
sexy she looked when dancing. It wasn't the vanity but years of observing men she danced to and hearing their 
praises. Not to mention she knew her own body too well not to be able to show it in the best light. 


Jon stared at her, lust growing in his eyes. She caught his attention with every move she made with such an 
ease, her swaying hips hypnotizing him like the magician's clock. And God, when she started to unzip her dress 
almost carelessly, with no unnecessary hastiness, like she'd have the eternity to do this.. The man shifted a 
little and fell down again, swallowing hard. She was such a tease, but at this certain moment he was hopeless. 
Telling her to hurry, coming over and stopping her or destroying the dance in any other way would be stupid 
at best, no matter how badly he wanted to see her only in her lingerie. Not to mention he enjoyed it too much 
to do so. In a second he saw her throwing the garment aside as she turned around to finally stand front to 
him. Jon felt his erection growing because of the view. Only the balconette bra and cheekies just as burgundy 
as the dress that had hidden them, both decorated with a black lace looked like created for her to drive men 
insane, but adding black stay-ups and the collar he'd made her wear.. Sweet Christ, she could make the devil 
himself fall to her feet. She gave him one more long, hot gaze and her hands found their way up to the clasp 
of her bra. By the motion she made he could tell that the first hook-and-eye was undone. She turned back to 
him and undid the second one, leaving the third in the middle the only clasped one. She simply returned to the 
dance like she had done nothing to turn Jon on and hadn't left his expectations unfed. Bon Jovi groaned, his 
pupils dilating even more than before. She seemed to have forgotten about those few garments left, absorbed 


by her dance so much it looked like the music had captured her beautiful body and took control over it. This 

praise for the sound kept going on seemingly without an end when all of the sudden the straps of her bra fell 
with her one swift motion. It was too much for Jon to handle. He wanted more; he wanted her all for himself 
to touch, to possess, to control, not only to watch. He got up and walked over to her just in time to stop her 
from taking off the undergarment. 


"Sit back down, | haven't finished yet" she said warningly, her eyebrow raising. 


"You have. Let me please take care of this." Jon murmured, reaching to the clasp and making the final move to 
undo it. Her bra fell down onto the floor and the singer already savored the smooth skin of her décolletage, 
taking his time, brushing his fingers over her breasts and down her belly to the hips. He grabbed then, pulling 
the woman down so she sat on the chair. 


"Look what you've done to me my dear." - he started and Leigh's gaze instinctively fell on Jon's crotch. - "And 
for it's no good not to finish what you've started." 


He didn't have to finish the sentence, Leigh knew what he meant and didn't mind doing this. She raised her 
hands to the zipper of his jeans, but he caught her wrists, stopping her. 


"No, babe." - he said with a dark smile - "How | want you to do this is with your mouth only." 


Leigh shivered. God, this man was really into having a total control over everybody. And - to her horror - she 
realized she had less and less against. She leaned a little, suddenly feeling the coldness of button on her lips. 
She somehow managed to undo it, moving on to the puller. Taking it between her teeth she looked up to Jon, 
noticing the anticipation in his eyes. She moved her head down slowly, her eyes never leaving his. A shiver 


went down his spine, this naughty glance she was sending him drove him insane. 


He let his cock out of the pants and Leigh immediately started to swirl her tongue around the head. Jon 
gasped, finally feeling the physical pleasure he had wanted to feel. Sucking delicately, the woman deepened her 
moves gradually to get used to the feeling. When she finally reached the point, where his tip hit her throat 
she released a low purr that turned into moan, sending the vibrations through tis length straight to his 
abdomen The singer groaned as the feeling spread inside him, and got a strong grip on Leigh's hair. He started 
to pull her head back and forth, forcing the tempo of her actions. She closed her eyes, feeling a strange 
satisfaction of being controlled this way, and sucked harder in return. With her tongue she did things that he 
hadn't been done for a long time and when the tip of it started to wriggle into the small row on the head of 
his cock, he couldn't help a fierce jerk of his hips. Leigh choked, but he didn't seem to notice. 


"Harder." 


She did as he demanded, putting as much strength into her moves as she could not to hurt him. Still being 
pulled by her hair she heard his hisses, groans and moans, and the conscious that she was the one causing his 
pleasure turned her on to extreme. Suddenly she had an idea, that made her force the evil laughter back. She 
looked up at him, and as soon as she caught his sight she showed her teeth, pressing them a little to the soft 


skin of his shaft. She pulled her head back, not leaving his eyes. She scored the bulls eye - the man shivered 
hard, roared, thrusting deep into her mouth for the last time before he came hard, sending his hot cum down 
her throat. She swallowed it all before letting the cock out of her mouth. There she was, making a small move 


to regain the feel of power. He danced as she played and lost control over himself. 


Jon looked at her with an absent-minded expression just to see a smile of victory creeping onto her lips. 
Satisfaction and the undeniable sense of control lit up her eyes, glowing in them like candles. She looked like the 
queen of the situation and the fact she was sitting in front of him only in her strings and with collar on her 


neck wasn't disturbing it. Step by step he retrieved the connection with reality and what he had in front of his 
eyes hit him twice as much. She definitely didn’t look like she had been the submissive one. A devil in disguise. 


"Stay." He only said and walked over to take something from the bed. A leash should show her where her place 


was this time. 


Going back to her he didn't miss a mix of emotions that flashed through her face when she'd noticed the chain 
in his hand. Most of all it was the continuation of the denial phase she'd been going through since he had 
commanded her to the bedroom, but this time there was also something else. Curiosity. The blond man’s lips 
curled in a malicious manner. Poor little baby didn't know she was lost yet, but he would be kind enough to 
show it to her. He attached the leash to the ring in front of the collar, stroked her chin gently and then made 
a sharp pull by the chain held just inches from her neck. 


Leigh squirmed, gasped and her eyes opened wide when she found his face nearly touching hers. Had she 
expected this? Probably. Was it fitting her definition of disgrace? In a big part, yes. Did she know she would 


consider this not even close to as unwanted as she surely should? Not in a thousand times. 


Still smiling, the man led her to the bed and pushed her onto it, following in her wake. Kneeling over her he 
wedged her into the mattress, catching her lips into the strong, dominating kiss. Tracing his fingertips up along 
the inner side of her arms, he reached her wrists and put them above her head. He immobilized them there 
with handcuffs pinned to the bedframe just above the mattress, never breaking the kiss. Kneeling between her 
legs, he stroked the skin on her belly, brushed his fingertips over her breasts, skimmed her inner thighs, all so 
delicately that she shivered from this subtle pleasure. He caressed her with his slightly calloused fingers as if 
he wanted to trace the map of her body and memorize it forever, his soft, warm lips glided all over her 
barely touching, but not disdaining any inch of her skin. His every, even the lightest touch left her nerves 
awaken and more sensitive for every stimulation, but left nothing more than a kind of ticklish, sweet sensation 
that was far not enough. She wanted more, needed him to stop just teasing, desperately longing for stronger 
feelings. She didn't even notice pleading words escaping her mouth, next thing she knew was Jon asking "Please 


what?", while his soft pecks were moving towards her neck. 
"Please... Oh God" she shook heavier when the man reached the spot just above her collarbone. 
"You like this." 


"Yes, | - oh!" she panted louder as Jon went from pecks to licking the place, sucking it into his mouth and biting 


it, licking again just after. She wanted to run a hand through his hair, but as she had already been handcuffed, 
the motion only caused the metal ram into her wrists. This little pain however vanished, because of Jon's 


Tongue and the way it played with her flesh. 


The mars lips moved forward to the base of her neck and he started everything again. Leigh couldn't help 
moans and gasps anymore. He already managed to drive her crazy and make her hot inside, and he did not 
even got rid of her panties. Not to say he himself was still fully dressed. She looked down at him and her lips 
brushed against his forehead. He raised his head and then his whole self and bent over her, his nose touching 


hers. 
"What can | do for you this time?" 

"You can take off your clothes for me" 

"Not until you are a good girl and ask for it as you should" 


"Can you please take them off?" - she whispered looking him in the eyes - "| need to see you.. To feel your 
skin against mine.." - She raises her hips and rubbed them against him, the bulge in his pants making her blood 


flow faster. - "I want your body so much. | implore you." 


Jon growled and kissed her shortly, but passionately. Breaking it he unbuttoned his shirt and put it off with 
one, sharp move. He stood up and undressed himself completely, taking the hunger, lust and approval in the 
woman's eyes as the compliment. He bent over her again, pressed his lips to her navel and took the trail down, 
He went over the hem of the undergarment, lace under his lips, and settled between her thighs. He felt how 
dripping wet she already was and could smell her excitement. He ripped her strings off her and then exhaled 
the hot breath, holding Leigh's hips firmly so she could not wriggle them. Her head fell down, eyes closed and 


she released a sound between the moan and purr. 


In the sweet torture Jon made her come through, Leigh lost the sense of time. Actually, she lost the sense of 
reality in general. He was the master of teasing. He had used probably every single toy she owned to serve 
her divine pleasure, amending pain of various intensity, though she had the impression it all was used rather 
against her, not for her. Hundreds of times had she felt vibrator or his tongue against her clit, her nipples 
were treated by both clips and his skilful fingers, he massaged her body, stroke her skin gently just to hit it 
with the paddle the second after. She even had come a few times, but still - she had nothing inside her for 
the whole time. She felt so helplessly empty that the tears of frustration were running down her face. 


Once more he tried to rub his hand against her dank entrance, she jerked away. 


"No, please, not. Put it in, | need it inside." She gasped, hoping she would get through to him. To her greatest 
relief, she managed to. 


"At first you have to tell me how much you want it. You have to beg for it so | can see you're true." 


"| want it so badly. | crave you to fill me up, to fuck me so | lost all of my thoughts..." 


"How do you call me?" he whispered in a low voice straight to her ear. He had to hear her admit it, say it 


aloud, all in all dominating her was what he had aimed in the first place. 


"My master. You are my master and | will obey you." - She caught his eyes, wanting him to really feel this - 


"| am your submissive." 


That was the answer he waited for for the whole night. He unclasped the handcuffs and looked at her once 
again, victorious smile spread all over his face. He led her to the point where she'd do anything to deserve the 
prize from him. Conquered her. She now was his naughty submissive and she accepted that. What was more, 
she seemed to be just fine with it. He kissed her deeply and shivered when he felt her palm on his cheek. They 
lost themselves in a moment for a long while until they had to part to catch a breath. 


"Now you choose." - Jon said - "How would you like it?" 

A dark smile slithered onto her lips, making Jon shiver once again. 
"Fast, hard and dirty." 

"This time your wish is my command." 


He turned Leigh onto her belly, gripped her hips and winded them up nearly brutally. Pulling her hair he took 
her forcefully from behind, withdrew and pushed again. She shouted, not being given a chance to get used to 
his size, but she had nothing against the pain. That was exactly what she needed. It mixed with the blissful 
sensation of Jon inside her in such a wonderful way it left her head with vertigo. Jon nailed her drowning in 
her moans and cries of delight, gliding his other hand over her ass, back and frame, feeling excitement building 
up quickly. He slid it between her thighs and stroked her clit. She wailed, squirmed and began to tighten around 
him as she reached the climax. Her legs got weak and if it was not for Jon, she'd fall on the bed unconsciously. 
The man thrust faster and deeper, looking for his own release. When it finally came he groaned, digging his 
nails in Leigh's flesh. He pulled out and tumbled onto the bed beside her just to find out she was still trembling 
with the aftermath. Carefully and slowly he pulled the quilt from under her, covered them both and closed her 
in a tight embrace. He waited patiently for her to calm down. When in the end she forced her drowsy eyes to 


raise one more time, pleasure still shone in them. 

"That was unbelievable." - she purred quietly, leaning closer to him. - "I'd love to do it again" 
Jon chuckled. 

"You don't look like being able to handle that again any soon" 


"Tomorrow is a new day." she answered simply with a sweet, absent, adorable smile, followed by a yawn. 


"But now we both need some sleep." 


"Yeah, | know.’ she murmured in response and drifted off nearly straight away. Jon shook his head with a 


slight smile, but exhaustion took over him as well and soon he joined her in the land of nod. 


